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Onstage without a guitar, sounds of gunshots, and people screaming. What was happening, he didn't know. A 
Damageplan banner was hung behind Vinnie's drums. Obviously one of their concerts. But the crowd, was crying. 
Why? A mad gunman was shooting anyone. Why? A concert, innocent in its own way, but a gunman, 

It wasn't until Darrell saw his own body, bleeding, on stage, that he realized what happened. This had to be a 
dream. A familiar face was beside him, trying to resuscitate him, repeatedly saying, "stay with me, Dime!" He 
just watched his own lifeless, soulless body on the floor, bleeding out while more lives were claimed by the 
shooting. He couldn't do anything. 

The woman resuscitating him stopped, there was nothing she could do. He was gone. 

Darrell collapsed where his body lay, looking right into his own eyes. He furiously tried waking himself. 

"Wake up! | can't die like this! Get up, stupid, don't die!" His shouting was shaky, and lost in time, lost among the 
dead and the living. This was happening, he was dying painfully, if not already dead. 

Darrell exhaled weakly, the last of his life escaping into the atmosphere. In his own arms, he took his last 


breath, one last soothing breath, and he was gone. Now a lifeless body on the floor of a stage, at peace in the 


middle of havok. 


